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not the lists; but, believe me, had Mary Stuart inherited her father's sword as well as his sceptre, your sword, long as it is, might have proved too short. But as your business with us at this moment, my Lord, is to tell of what you propose to do, rather than of what you have heretofore done, we pray your pardon if we bring your mind back to something of more real interest, for, me-thinks, you came not hither simply to add a chapter to M. de Brantome's little treatise, Des Rodomontades Espagnoles"
" You are right, Madame," Lindsay retorted, flushing deep with anger, " and you would know ere this the purpose of our mission if Lord Euthven did not keep us waiting so unconscionably. But be patient," he added, " it will not be long now, for he comes."
Steps were heard ascending the stairs and approaching the room as he spoke, and at the sound, the Queen, who had endured Lindsay's insults with so much spirit, lost color so perceptibly that Melville, who had not taken, his eyes from her face, put out his hand toward her armchair as if to force her into it; but she motioned to him that there was no need, and fixed her eyes upon the door, perfectly calm to all appearances.
Lord Euthven appeared; it was the first time the Queen had seen the son since Eizzio was murdered by the father.
Lord Euthven was at once a warrior and a statesman, and his costume on this occasion partook of both characters. It consisted of an embroidered buff coat, suitable for court undress, over which a cuirass could be buckled, transforming it into a warrior's garb. He was pale like his father; like his father he was fated to die young; and his face wore, even more markedly than his father's, that cast of inauspicious melancholy by which the